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to-  the  mem&tef,  &^ 

Percy  Harris  Elliott 

Principal  of  this  College 

1927-1943 

Only  his  own  words  are  adequate  to  speak  for  him,  both  to 
those  of  the  present  student  body  who  have  not  known  his  living 
voice,  and  to  those  of  us  who  have  so  lately  ceased  to  hear  it.  We 
therefore  reproduce  his  foreword  to  the  Victoria  College  Annual 
of  1935-36. 

"  If  we  live  we  must  act.  But  since  life  is 
complex,  action  involves  choice  among  possible 
alternatives :  not  necessarily  between  a  gqod  and 
an  evil  but,  perhaps,  between  a  good  and  a  better. 

"  Discriminating  choice  among  possible  courses 
implies  judgment  of  values:  and  this  in  turn 
depends  upon  the  habit  of  reflection. 

"  In  general  man  can  pause  before  action  and 
bring  alternatives  and  their  consequences  into 
clear  light.  To  this  extent  at  least  he  is  a  free 
moral  agent  and  his  final  choice  is  that  of  his 
whole  personality. 

"  Wholesome  living,  then,  is  determined  by 
those  greater  or  lesser  goods  in  which  one  really 
believes.  Now  that  system  of  values  in  which 
one  believes  and  upon  which  one  acts  may  be 
called  one's  religion. 

"  Surely  the  real  importance  of  education  lies 
in  this:  that  man  should  be  trained  in  the  habit 
of  reflection  and  in  the  discrimination  of  values. 
If  all  this  is  so  then  we  students  are  engaged  in 
the  supreme  duty  of  conscious  spiritual  unfold- ' 
ment. 

"  Should  activity  of  such  vital  importance  be 
limited  to  our  school  days  or  is  it  a  lifelong 
duty?"* 
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Killed  in  Action: 

P.  O.  GEORGE  BAXTER,  R.C.A.F. 
Sgt.  BRIAN  BURDON-MURPHY,  R.C.A.F. 
JOHN  CUNNINGHAM,  F.A.A. 
P.  O.  EDWARD  A.  DAVIS,  R.C.A.F. 
Sgt.  Pilot  EARL  S.  FOSTER,  R.C.A.F. 
PETER  HINKS,  R.C.A.F. 
Sgt.  LEE  LEIGHTON,  R.C.A. 
Sgt.  Pilot  ROBERT  LEIGHTON,  R.C.A.F. 
.  STANLEY  LOCK,  R.C.A.S.C. 
Wing  Cmdr.  KENNETH  F.  MacDONALD,  R.C.A.F. 
Midshipman  CHRISTOPHER  NORMAN,  R.N. 
Sgt.  Pilot  GEORGE  PARKER,  R.C.A.F. 
PETER  PIDDINGTON,  R.N. 
P.  O.  GEORGE  PRINGLE,  R.C.A.F. 
Sub.  Lt.  EDWARD  ROBBINS,  R.C.N. 
STRUAN  ROBERTSON,  U.S.N. 
W.  O.  HARRY  A.  E.  SMITH,  R.C.A.F. 
F/L  MICHAEL  SYMONS,  R.A.F. 

Sgt.  Navigator  HAROLD  (BOB)  THOMPSON,  R.C.A.F. 
Sgt.  Observer  KENNETH  WELLWOOD,  R.C.A.F. 
F.  O.  GRANT  WILLIS,  R.C.A.F. 

Missing: 

F/L  WILLIAM  BROWN,  R.C.A.F. 

P.  O.  GORDON  GILMORE,  R.C.A.F. 

P.  O.  ALAN  MAYHEW,  R.C.A.F. 

F.  O.  TERRENCE  MELLANDER,  R.C.A.F. 

P.  O.  HARVEY  MINNIS,  R.C.A.F. 

Lt.  VICTOR  C.  MOORE,  Seaforth  Highlanders. 

Prisoners  of  War: 

Lt.  HAROLD  HORNE,  R.A. 

F.  O.  ORMOND  MARRION,  R.C.A.F. 

P.  O.  IVAN  MOUAT,  R.C.A.F. 

Sgt.  Observer  W.  H.  SHORROCK,  R.C.A.F. 
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The  writing  of  this  signifies  the  end  of 
another  College  Year.  On  reflection  we  per- 
ceive it  has  in  many  ways  been  a  unique  one. 
Change  seems  to  have  predominated.  Some 
of  this  change  has  been  tragic.  Our  most 
esteemed  principal,  Professor  P.  H.  Elliott, 
passed  away  at  the  very  outset  of  this  session. 
This  fact  has  cast  a  gloom  over  much  of  the 
year.  I  wish  to  pay  here  in  the  Valedictory 
some  humble  tribute  to  his  name  on  the  behalf 
of  all  students  past  and  present  who  felt  his 
uplifting  influence.  He  was  a  scientist  but 
much  more  besides.    He  was  a  deep  thinker 


and  a  true  friend.  His  name  shall  always  convey  to  his  students  love  of 
Science,  living  philosophy,  humour  and  warm  friendship. 

Other  changes  have  taken  place  which  more  express  the  current  of  our 
time  than  that  of  Fate.  There  has  been  a  complete  reorganization  of  our 
student  government  under  a  new  constitution.  All  of  this  work  will  not  be 
made  law  this  year;  only  a  small  part  will  be  polished  and  set  into  per- 
manency. It  is  perhaps  well  that  this  should  be  so  for  principles  and 
institutions  of  governing  require  much  experience  and  thought  in  their 
formation.  As  we  pass  from  office  we  hand  this  work  on  with  the  hope  and 
trust  that  it  will  be  continued  to  the  ultimate  end  of  efficient  and  fair 
government  for  the  students  of  Victoria  College. 

And  so  we  pass  our  way.  We  now  must  turn  our  face  to  a  turbulent 
future.  Let  us  add  our  voice  to  that  of  millions  and  pray  that  once  again 
eternal  brotherhood  and  Peace  may  return  so  that  when  our  younger 
brothers  and  sisters  write  their  Valedictories  they  may  look  with  gay 
optimism  to  what  will  come  and  not  with  the  dark  uncertainty  of  we  who 
live  in  the  shade  of  War. 
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the  SocjixL 


JOHN  DARLING 
Literary  Editor 


JACK  WALLIS 
Finances 


tf-l&m  ike  Zdtio* 


This  year's  Annual  has  been  produced  under 
greater  wartime  difficulties  than  in  the  pre- 
vious three  years.  There  is  little  we  do,  how- 
ever, that  is  not  in  some  way  affected  by  the 
war.  Students  do  not  feel  the  war  and  its 
importance;  they  are  merely  hindered  by  its 
wake;  they  do  not  experience  its  importance 
until  they  have  been  personally  shocked  into 
realization.  The  fact  that  the  war  at  times 
becomes  only  a  hindrance  to  us  forebodes  no 
good  for  future  years.  The  fault,  I  feel,  lies  in 
the  lack  of  perception,  misdirection  of  interests 
and  estimation  of  values  by  those  of  us  who 
are  young.  It  should  be  our  purpose,  now,  to  endeavour  to  sharpen  our 
discriminatory  powers  and  then  direct  our  intelligence,  our  hopes  and  our 
actual  strength  to  those  things  which  will  in  some  way  lead  us  to  more 
satisfactory  understanding  of  the  problem  of  war. 

The  credit  due  any  success  of  this  year  book  should  be  given  to  many 
people,  too  numerous  to  thank  in  print.  The  Board  would  like  to  mention 
the  names  of  Fleming  McConnell,  the  mad  cartoonist;  Patsy  Jordan,  our 
untiring  secretary;  and  Jim  Crawford,  Tom  Halbert,  Babs  Henderson  and 
Jimmy  Brown  in  this  connection. 
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1943 

October  29   Hard  times  dance  at  College. 

October  30   Parents'  reception  and  tea. 

November  8   Student  privilege  cards  issued. 

November  9   Student  Cafeteria  opened — run  by  W.  U.  S. 

November  10-11  .Poppy  sale. 

C.  O.  T.  C.  dance  at  Crystal  Gardens. 
December  21   Christmas  dance  at  the  Empress  Hotel. 

1944 

January  3   Debate  between  College  and  U.  B.  C.  freshmen. 

College  won  at  U.  B.  C.  but  were  defeated  on  the  home 
ground. 

February  11   Co-ed  dance  at  the  College. 

February  18-19  ....Women's  teams  from  U.  B.  C. 

February  20   U.  A.  T.  C.  dance  at  Crystal  Gardens. 

February  23   Nomination  for  next  year's  president  posted. 

February  24   Radio  quiz  (CJVI)  between  boys  and  girls  of  College. 

The  girls  won. 

February  25-26  ....College  plays  produced  at  Central  Junior  High. 
March  2   Kiwanis  Cup  rugby  game. 

March  3   Presidential  election.    Ian  Home  president-elect. 

March  21   Awards  banquet  and  dance  at  Crystal  Gardens. 

April  16   Sessional  exams  begin. 

April  26   Sophomore  dance. 


A.  M.S.  MEETINGS 

1.  September  21,  1943. 

Outlining  of  Constitution  and  Major  Projects  for  the  year. 

2.  October  11,  1943. 

Special  meeting  for  introduction  of  candidates,  elections  held  October  13. 

3.  January  6,  1944. 

Special  meeting  to  determine: 

(1)  Extra  cost  of  "  Craigdarroch." 

(2)  Whether  the  Awards  Banquet  shall  become  a  College  Banquet. 

4.  March  16,  1944. 

Special  meeting  to  debate  passing  of  the  Students'  Lower  Court  by-law. 

5.  March  28,  1944. 

The  annual  meeting  of  the  A.  M.  S.    Financial,  secretarial  and  directors' 
reports  made. 
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ROBIN  WOOD  ..."  What  technique,  what  counterpoint,  quelle  badinage  "  raved  the 
judges  of  our  ardent  musician.  So  now  he's  off  to  England  to  relieve  Paderewski  of  his 
command.    A  great  soccer  goalie. 

GEORGE  I.  PIERCY  ..."  You'd  be  zoo  zweet  to  come  home  to  "  hums  George  to  his 
third  dissection  of  the  myrmecobius  fasciatus.  George  pulled  down  good  grades  all  the  way- 
through.    Another  future  scalpel  wielder. 

BETSY  DEBECK  .  .  .  No,  that  isn't  a  mouse  or  something  scratching  in  the  lectures,  it's 
just  DeBee  designing  the  latest  of  gowns,  shoes,  seagulls,  etc.  Betsy  is  back  for  her  second 
year  after  a  spell  of  teaching.    We  wouldn't  have  missed  you  for  the  world,  De  Bee. 

WILLIAM  J.  MORESBY  .  .  .  His  new  car  is  as  jerky  as  his  post  script  laughter  but  it 
runs  .  .  .  occasionally.  Willy  (who  is  no  jordanary  fellow)  organized  the  badminton  club 
and  directed  his  200  pounds  to  the  rugby  scrum. 

ROSEMARY  JAMES  .  .  .  Wish  we  could  see  Rosie  more  often,  but  when  we  do  see  her 
we  like  her  very  much.    Chem.  stoodent  par  excellence  .  .  .  she's  one  of  the  assistants. 

MRS.  REBECCA  HOBBINS  .  .  .  World  traveller,  linguist,  ex-teacher— this  is  Beccy. 
Quiet,  but  oh  so  popular  with  us  all ! 


PATRICIA  A.  M.  MITCHELL  .  .  .  Impassive  Pam  manages  to  make  first  classes  in  spite 
of  being  president  of  the  I.  R.  C.  .  .  .  treasurer  of  the  Players'  Club,  upholder  of  women's 
rights,  popular  soph  .  .  .  and  a  morale  builder  of  the  R.  N.  A.  F. 

SHIRLEY  OCKENDEN   The  most  envied  girl  of  the  year  what  with  that  purty  little 

thing  on  her  left  hand  .  .  .  also  what  goes  with  it.  We  think  he's  mighty  lucky.  Shirley  is 
not  one  of  the  loudest  members  of  the  soph  year  but  one  of  the  most  popular. 

KENNETH  F.  A.  WALLIS  ...  A  hunted  killer  in  the  plays,  Ken  successfully  hunts  high 
percentages  in  exams.  A  bulwark  of  the  rugby  pack.  He  went  all  out  in  every  game  for 
dear  old  Alma  Mater. 

THOMAS  J.  HALBERT.  .  .  This  curly-headed  little  fellow,  usually  called  "Cuddles,"  has 
done  a  wonderful  job  for  both  the  C.  O.  T.  C,  the  Soccer  and  the  Rugby  teams.  P.S. — He's 
cute  but  tough. 

NANCY  WILSON  .  .  .  The  beautiful  raven-haired  sophomoristicate  of  Craigdarroch  with 
a  marvellous  sense  of  humor,  obligin'  and  personality  plus.  Nan  keeps  up  with  her  studies 
although  she  has  a  li — i — ttle  bit  of  trouble  with  "la  belle  langue  francaise." 

JOHN  SYRETT  ...  A  tower  of  intellectual  strength  and  our  hardest  working  soph,  he 
carries  his  academic  duties  to  the  level  of  going  to  the  library  during  LUNCH  ! 
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MAURICE  ARMEL  JORRE  DE  ST.  JORRE  .  .  .  This  sparkling  Frenchman  with  his 
Gallic  wit,  colourful  language  and  engaging  personality  juggled  all  year  with  the  shekels 
and  finally  came  out  on  top.  A  universally  liked  fellow,  his  memory  is  enshrined  in  these 
hallowed  halls  for  evermore. 

ALFRED  H.  HEASLIP  .  .  .  Athletic  Director  and  Ward  2  Commissar,  our  leather-lunging 
sergeant  breaks  ankles  and  almost  visits  the  recruiting  centre  after  every  exam.  Major 
hobby  is  Tiddlumwinks. 

JOHN  ARCHIBALD  MACDONELL.  .  .  After  a  hasty  journey  to  McGill  and  subsequent 
return  to  Vic  College  our  golden  boy  settled  down  to  struggle  with  his  pre-med.  What  a 
son  of  a  gun  on  the  run  with  a  gun ! 

JOHN  GLYN  DARLING  .  .  .  J.  D.  was  afraid  he  might  butcher  his  role  as  prima-donna 
in  the  Players'  Club  but  came  through  alive.  Good  for  a  discussion  of  modern  socialism  at 
the  drop  of  anyone's  hat.    Assistant  Editor.    Certain  strawn  preferences. 

MILDRED  EDMONDS  .  .  .  Besides  secretarying  to  Our  Chief,  Mim  has  had  time  to  make 
first  class  averages,  play  basketball,  act,  and  make  a  success  of  them  all.  The  cleverest  and 
definitely  the  most  popular  little  soph.    Enjoys  a  bit  of  "torn"  foolery. 

STEPHEN  CAWLEY  .  .  .  Want  an  argument?  Well,  perhaps  none  of  us  asked  the  old 
sergeant-major  to  kiss  us  good-night  after  C.  O.  T.  C.  drill  but  such  is  life.  Plays  a  fast 
three-quarter  in  rugby  and  organized  the  popular  ski-trip. 


ERNEST  W.  WELLWOOD  .  .  .  Possesses  a  win-ning  smile,  but  the  ambition  of  this.presi- 
dent  of  the  Players'  Club  is  to  go  into  the  forests  and  see  that  all  the  trees  are  wellwood. 

DONALD  C.  BARTON  ...  A  streak  of  lightning  on  the  rugby  field  and  one  soph  member 
of  the  U.  A.  T.  C,  Don  loves  Ward  2  with  the  passionate  tenderness  that  comes  only  after 
long  association  with  its  timbered  finery. 

FAITH  WOODWARD  .  .  .  Goes  in  for  high  marks  and  what  "accompanies"  them.  Faith 
is  loads  of  fun  and  has  done  a  grand  job  as  president  of  the  Literary  Arts  Club  this  year. 

ROY  MAH  .  .  .  Deeply  troubled  by  the  injustices  of  the  modern  world  Roy  has  become  an 
institution  at  College.  His  usually  untroubled  face  works  with  excitement  and  emotion  at 
all  I.  R.  C.  meetings. 

DART  LIM  LEE  .  .  .  Heading  towards  medicine,  Lim  is  one  of  those  daring  Chem.  2 
students.    He  took  over  as  soccer  captain  this  term  and  made  a  success  of  a  badly  "riddled" 


JACK  L.  I'ANSON  .  .  .  Insists  that  the  extra  movements  in  his  C.  O.  T.  C.  drill  are  done 
by,  and  only  by,  his  uniform.  A  quiet,  hard  working  Applied  Science  man,  U.  B.  C.  beckons 
him  thither. 
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JOYCE  HARMAN  .  .  .  Ashley  is  Herr  Hickman's  coach  in  German  lectures,  also  helps  out 
in  French.  She  did  a  grand  job  in  the  plays  this  year,  not  only  as  actress  but  also  as  secre- 
tary of  the  club. 

JOHN  N.  McILREE.  .  .  "A  woman  is  like  a  street-car,  never  chase  one  as  there  will  be 
another  along  in  ten  minutes." — Yeah,  but  our  horticulturally  inclined  sergeant  STILL 
wears  out  one  pair  of  running  shoes  a  week  ! 

PEGGY  PEPPER  .  .  .  Pug  is  a  hard-working  gal  but  has  time  to  spread  that  adorable 
charm  amongst  us  all — amongst  others  too  the  vine  informs  us.  Assisted  most  ably  as 
under-study  and  prompter  in  "Cupid's  Bow." 

J.  F.  BRODIE  CUPPLES  .  .  .  Young,  clever  and  handsome,  Broderick  cupples  wine, 
women,  song  and  books  with  admirable  facility.  History  tells  us  that  he  went  on  a  sit-down 
strike  during  the  ski-trip. 

ALICE  TOURTELLOTTE  .  .  .  Alice  is  a  hard-working  woman  of  science  who  holds  down 
Chem.  2,  Physics,  Zoo.,  and  a  "major"  part  of  the  army.  If  you  don't  think  that — (the 
sciences  of  course) — takes  some  holding  down,  try  it  some  time. 


DAVID  MOLSON  .  .  .  Alias  "The  Corps" — a  skier,  badminton  player,  buck  private  and 
actor  this  versatile  fellow  is  popular  wherever  he  goes. 


J.  HARLEY  ROBERTSON  ...  A  real  "cut-up"  in  the  Zoo  lab.,  Harley  practises  his  bed- 
side manners  in  front  of  the  Ward  2  mirror  for  the  time  when  he  is  Dr.  Robertson. 

JOYCE  CLARKE  .  .  .  Oh,  that  lovely  curly  red  (natural  too)  hair!  Joyce  is  a  conscien- 
tious Ec.  student  who  produces  good  marks  whenever  necessary.  Also  has  time  for  outside 
interests. 

JIM  BROWN  ...  A  basketball  star,  Jim  gets  exercise  by  sprinting  through  Ross  Bay 
Cemetery  in  the  wee  hours.  Discarded  the  Math  mid-terms  as  unnecessary  and  Xmas  English 
as  impossible. 

BARBARA  HENDERSON  .  .  .  This  merry  lass  continues  to  bounce  happily  around  the 
College  after  a  harrowing  year  of  directing  the  Literary  and  Scientific  Department.  Our 
Beefee  is  a  good  head  even  if  her  preference  for  crew  cuts  is  a  little  startling!  One  of  the 
best-liked  girls  in  second  year. 

ROBERT  RIDDLE  .  .  .  This  slightly  daphy  sergeant  is  a  100%  solid  citizen.  His  robust 
personality  and  jovial  countenance  make  him  the  dean  of  our  carefree  intelligentsia.  ,(Got 
the  car  to-night,  Riddle?) 

ROGER  HICKS  .  .  .  Rog  decided  to  become  a  hick  this  summer — retired  to  a  logging 
camp  and  promptly  shattered  his  leg  .  ,  .  lost  part  of  his  course  and  year  but  not  his  cheery 
smile  and  determination. 
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FLEMING  McCONNELL  .  .  .  ."I'm  a  little  prairie  flower  growing  wilder  every  hour  (over 
this  lower  court  business)."  In  spite  of  his  worryings  about  inflation,  Fleming  cheerfully 
wends  his  way  through  the  "quiet  unsequestered  vale  of  life."  Air  force  claims  him  this 
summer. 

JAMES  H.  BRAMLEY  .  .  .  Mute  testimony  to  the  old  adage  that  girls  (and  boys)  will  fall 
for  anything  on  four  wheels.  Poured  in  from  Nanaimo  several  eons  ago  and  now  divides  his 
time  between  C.  O.  T.  C.  study,  the  Uplands  golf  course  and  blowing  bubbles. 

WINONA  ROSS  .  .  .  Whoever  said  "beautiful  but  dumb"  didn't  know  our  vivacious  presi- 
dent of  the  Women's  Underhand  Society.  Win  manages  to  keep  her  science  well  in  order  as 
well  as  other  interests  both  at  Collich  and  overseas. 

DONALD  L.  HOLMS  .  .  .  Scotland's  gift  to  Canada  and  Vic  College's  gift  to  pure  chem- 
istry, the  Chief  served  the  student  body  faithfully,  energetically  and  efficiently  all  year  with- 
out losing  his  good  nature  and  sense  of  humour.  Has  an  iron  constitution  apparently !  A 
"brain  of  brains"  he  will  go  far  most  assuredly. 

JOSEPH  W.  LOTT  ...  An  ex-school  marm,  Joe's  had  a  Jubilee  of  a  time  this  year.  Long 
suffering  C.  Q.  M.  S.,  revered  rugby  captain  and  all  round  good  fellow  Joe  is  one  of  the 
Castle's  "married"  men. 


OWEN  H.  VERNON-JACKSON  ...  V.  J.  hails  from  the  Russian  concession  at  Hankow, 
China.  Celebrated  as  writer  of  novels,  tracer  of  family  genealogies  and  admirer  of  the 
Hapsburgs.  With  Burns  he  chortles  "the  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spend,  are  spent  among 
the  lasses,  O." 
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WOMEN'S  UNDERGRAD 


PLAYERS"  CLUB 


MUSIC  APPRECIATION 


§ 

MICROSCOPE  INTERNATIONAL  RELATIONS  I.  V.  C.  F. 

Soctetted 

WOMEN'S  UNDERGRAD  SOCIETY 

Under  the  leadership  of  Win  Ross,  president,  and  Patsy  Jordan, 
J*  ,  secretary-treasurer,  the  W.  U.  S.  had  a  very  successful  year.  The 

cafeteria  was  reorganized  and  Win  and  Patsy  managed  to  keep  it  open 
this'  year  in  spite  of  rationing  and  the  shortage  of  goods.  A  vote  of 
thanks  for  faithful  service  in  the  "Greasy  Spoon"  should  be  given  to 
W.  Ross,  P.  Jordan,  B.  Hobbs,  I.  Lisicka,  S.  Ockenden,  J.  Macintosh, 
E.  d'Easum,  P.  Butcher,  J.  Clarke,  P.  Pepper,  J.  Clearihue,  J.  Strellet, 
and  V.  Maurer. 

In  spite  of  a  decreased  enrollment  the  women,  as  usual,  made  a  big 
success  of  their  Co-ed  Dance,  both  socially  and  financially.  At  various 
times  throughout  the  year  refreshments  have  been  provided  by  the 
W.  U.  S.  for  the  I.  R.  C.  and  the  rugby  players.  Weekly  the  women  of 
the  College  journeyed  to  Memorial  Hall  for  an  hour's  drill,  under 
Mrs.  Smith,  aimed  at  preserving  the  fitness  of  the  girls.  The  W.  U.  S. 
has  achieved  a  great  deal  this  year,  and  deserves  due  credit. 

PLAYERS'  CLUB  REPORT 

The  major  event  of  the  Players'  Club  this  year  was  the  presentation 
of  three  one  act  plays  at  the  Central  Junior  High  School  on  February 
25  and  26.  The  plays  were  "Cupid's  Bow,"  "Mrs.  Adis"  and  "At  Five 
o'clock."  The  amount  cleared  was  $98.00.  Dr.  Robbins,  the  splendid 
and  untiring  director,  the  individual  actors,  directors,  stagehands  and 
understudies  were  all  to  be  congratulated  for  their  fine  effort. 

literary  arts  T/he  executive  committee  for  the  year  1943-44  was  as  follows: — 

Faculty  Advisor   Dr.  W.  Robbins. 

President   Ernie  Wellwood. 

Secretary   Frank  Lindsay  (1943). 

„   ..  Joyce  Harman  (1944). 

Treasurer   Pam  Mitchell. 

MUSIC  APPRECIATION 

At  the  first  meeting  of  the  M.  A.  C.  Mr.  Hickman,  sponsor  of  the  club, 
acted  as  chairman,  the  following  executive  was  elected:  Robin  Wood,  pres- 
ident; Sheila  Francis,  secretary.  Most  of  the  programs  were  presented  by 
the  students  themselves:  Robin  Wood — Beethoven's  No.  6  Symphony; 
Michael  Rougier — Prokofieff:  Peter  and  the  Wolf,  Classical  Symphony; 
Sheila  Francis — Gilbert  Sullivan:  "The  Pirates  of  Penzance";  Frankie 
Harrison  —  Paul  Dukas'  "  Sorcerors  Apprentice";  Jim  Crawford  —  Well 
known  singers;  David  Molson — Eduard  Grieg:  Peer  Gynte  Suite. 

Mr.  Hickman  also  gave  some  interesting  and  informative  programs. 
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THE  LITERARY  ARTS  SOCIETY 

The  1943-44  session  of  the  Literary  Arts  Society  has  been  successful  as 
usual,  with  a  small  but  interested  group  meeting  every  two  weeks  to  read 
and  discuss  plays,  short  stories  or  excerpts  from  longer  works.  Such  plays 
as  "Pygmalion"  by  George  Bernard  Shaw  were  read  with  much  enjoyment 
and  also  the  short  stories  of  Russian,  French  and  Irish  writers.  A  most 
interesting  paper  on  Jane  Austen  was  read  by  Miss  Humphrey  with  refer- 
ences made  to  the  novels  mentioned  in  the  paper,  which  was  of  great  benefit 
to  the  English  2  students.  The  executive  this  year  consisted  of  Faith 
Woodward,  president,  and  Michael  Rougier,  secretary,  up  until  the  time  he 
joined  the  air  force.  Much  of  the  success  of  this  club  has  been  due  to  the 
guidance  of  Miss  Humphrey  and  her  kindness  in  allowing  the  club  to  meet 
in  her  home. 

THE  INTERNATIONAL  RELATIONS  CLUB 

The  first  meeting  was  held  on  November  9  with  Michael  Rougier,  the 
president,  in  the  chair  and  Pam  Mitchell  as  secretary.  At  this  meeting  there 
was  a  student  discussion  on  "Post  War  Foreign  Policy  of  the  United  States" 
with  Pam  Mitchell,  John  Darling  and  Ronald  Grant  as  speakers.  Mr.  Dar- 
shan  Singh  Sangha,  the  speaker  at  the  second  meeting,  spoke  on  "  The 
Problem  of  India."  At  the  following  meetings  Douglas  McKelvie  and  Faith 
Woodward  discussed  "The  Dangers  of  the  French  Canadian  Problem."  Mr. 
H.  G.  Wyatt  spoke  on  "What  Do  We  Mean  by  a  Free  World"  and  the  last 
outside  speaker,  Lieutenant  Commander  G.  Graham,  took  as  his  topic 
"Russian  Polish  Relations."  The  last  meeting  to  date  was  held  on  Feb.  22 
when  a  Round-table  Discussion  between  Miss  Jane  Macintosh,  Michael 
McCahill  and  Ronald  Grant  on  "Our  Possibilities  of  Permanent  Peace"  took 
place.  On  February  1st  Michael  Rougier  left  the  college  to  join  up  and 
Pam  Mitchell  was  appointed  president  in  his  place  with  Elizabeth  Girvin 
appointed  as  secretary.    Mr.  Pettit  is  the  faculty  advisor  of  the  club. 

INTER-VARSITY  CHRISTIAN  FELLOWSHIP 

The  theme  of  the  Varsity  fellowship  expresses  also  its  aim  and  purpose 
— "to  know  Christ,  and  to  make  Him  known."  The  fellowship  has  been 
holding  Bible  discussions  every  week  led  by  various  members  of  the  group. 
We  have  enjoyed  hearing  a  number  of  outside  speakers  such  as  Dr.  A.  V. 
Brown  and  Mr.  Stacey  Wood.  A  bicycle  hike  and  weiner  roast  at  Gold- 
stream,  and  a  Chinese  dinner  at  which  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Melvin  Donald  were 
special  guests  were  among  the  social  functions  of  the  I.  V.  C.  F.  The  out- 
standing function  of  the  year  was  the  Inter- Varsity  Conference  at  which  the 
University  of  Washington,  the  Western  Washington  College  of  Education, 
U.  B.  C.  and  Victoria  College  were  represented.  We  also  had  the  pleasure 
of  entertaining  three  undergraduates  of  the  fellowship  chapter  from  U.  B.  C. 
at  tea. 

The  officers  of  the  year  were  as  follows: — 

Bob  Hampton   President. 

Irene  Wilson   „   Vice-president. 

Joan  Frewing    Secretary-treasurer. 

Bernard  Hick    Publicity  manager. 

THE  MICROSCOPE 

During  the  first  term,  several  interesting  and  humourous  copies  of  the 
microscope  were  posted  under  the  capable  editorship  of  Bill  Ellison.  How- 
ever, throughout  the  second  half  of  the  year  only  a  few,  but  never-the-less 
enjoyable  copies  were  put  out.  Helping  to  keep  up  the  slogan  "quality  not 
quantity"  was  the  art  work  of  Fleming  McConnell  and  the  spicy  columns  of 
Frankie  Harrison. 

BADMINTON  CLUB 

This  year  the  College  badminton  club  was  organized  by  Mike  Rougier 
and  Bill  Moresby.  Players  were  lured  by  the  ten  cents  admission  fee  to  the 
Vic.  High  Courts  every  Thursday  night.  Although  no  shuttle  shooters  of 
dazzling  ability  were  turned  out  by  the  club  everyone  out  thoroughly 
enjoyed  themselves.  Later  in  the  year  when  Mike  Rougier  left  for  the  Air 
Force,  Bill  Moresby  took  over  the  reins  of  government.  Patsy  Jordan 
served  as  secretary  and  general  morale  builder. 
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This  year  we  have  about  fifty-seven  Officer  Cadets 
at  old  Vic  College.  The  boys  are  all  looking  forward 
to  being  given  their  pips  by  Mr.  Ralston  if  and  when  he 
wants  them.  It  has  been  rumored  that  there  are  C.  O. 
T.  C.  graduates  peeling  potatoes  in  the  best  camps  in 
Canada. 

This  company  of  the  corps  is  under  the  eagle  eye  of 
C.  S.  M.  Firbank,  R.A.,  A.I.,  Y.M.C.A.,  a  grizzled  vete- 
ran of  many  campaigns  (Palomar  1943-44).  Firbank  is 
held  in  awe  by  all  other  denizens  of  the  Rock-pile  on 
the  hill.  The  Sergeant-major  is  an  expert  on  night 
patrols,  pincer  movements  and  frontal  attacks. 

The  corps  itself  is  made  up  of  a  nucleus  of  well- 
trained  warriors  provided  by  the  Reserve  Army,  and 
graduates  of  high-school  cadet  corps.  There  is  one 
Sergeant-major,  chosen  for  his  Sergeant-major-like  qualities  .  .  .  need  I  say 
more?  The  second-in-command  happens  to  be  a  staff-sergeant  who  is  con- 
stantly wondering  just  where  he  belongs  on  ceremonial  parades.  The  back- 
bone and  honoured  leaders  are  of  course,  the  sergeants — there  are  only  three 
of  these  but  sometimes  it  seems  that  there  are  three  too  many.  Each  week 
one  of  the  three  is  orderly  sergeant  and  it  is  his  painful  duty  to  place  all 
sloppy  cadets  on  fatigues.  It  might  be  added  that  the  pain  is  not  self- 
inflicted  and  is  liable  to  be  applied  in  a  dark  alley  at  the  end  of  the  week. 
Next  in  rank  are  the  corporals — nine  of  them.  Now  for  the  cadets  them- 
selves, it  will  suffice  to  say  that  they  are  a  fine  body  of  .  .  .  men  .  .  .?  They 
are  well  trained  and  adept  at  handling  rifles,  revolvers,  Brens,  grenades  and 
in  the  specialist  division,  brooms,  dust  pans  and  scrubbing  brushes. 

All  ranks  are  in  excellent  condition  and  are  able  to  run  miles  carrying 
only  a  Bren  gun,  helmet,  respirator,  packs,  webbing,  boots  and  smelling 
salts.  The  boys  are  just  dying  to  get  to  camp  in  early  May;  they  are 
already  laying  plans  and  studying  the  exemption  orders  on  the  company 
notice  board. 
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The  announcement  of  the  formation  of  a  unit  of  the  Royal  Canadian  Air 
Force  (University  Air  Training  Corps)  was  greeted  with  much  enthusiasm 
in  September,  1943.  Only  twenty-seven  students  were  accepted  for  training 
as  future  members  of  aircrew.  The  training  period  of  six  hours  provided 
a  balanced  course  in  nearly  all  subjects  taken  at  I.  T.  S.  Navigation,  signals 
and  the  ancient  art  of  drill  took  precedence  during  earlier  training  periods. 
The  navigation  classes  were  divided  into  advanced  and  elementary  courses. 
Signals  likewise  was  composed  of  advanced  and  elementary  groups.  The 
advanced  signals  group  reached  the  considerable  receiving  speed  of  eight  to 
ten  words  per  minute.  Under  F/S  Ron  Grant  the  flight  was  shaped  into 
a  very  smart  drill  squad  well  versed  in  the  fine  points  of  squad,  flight  and 
ceremonial  drills. 

The  commanding  officer,  Squadron-leader  Fields,  was  also  the  instructor 
in  Navigation,  Airmanship  and  First  Aid,  and  much  of  the  credit  for  the 
successful  mastering  of  these  and  other  subjects  is  due  to  his  efforts.  It 
would  be  impossible  to  write  this  account  of  the  year's  activities  without 
paying  tribute  to  our  genial  clerk-accountant,  F/S  Bill  Thompson.  His 
painstaking  efforts  on  behalf  of  each  member  of  the  squadron  in  all  matters 
pertaining  to  the  R.  C.  A.  F.  deserves  more  than  a  word  of  thanks.  F/S 
Thompson  served  also  as  instructor  in  Aircraft  Recognition. 

During  the  year  three  airmen  transferred  to  the  R.  C. 
A.  F.  (Special  Reserve)  for  aircrew  duties.  Corporal 
Michael  Rougier,  AC2  Hugh  Gaskell  and  AC2  Desmond 
Carrier  were  the  lucky  ones.  To  them  and  other  airmen 
who  will  soon  see  active  service  in  the  R.  C.  A.  F.  this 
page  wishes  them  the  very  best  of  luck. 


RUGBY 


College  8 — University  School  6. 

College  19 — Brentwood  0. 

College  10 — Shawnigan  0. 

College  0 — Naval  College  11. 

College  0— Varsity  '  B  '  15. 

College  8— Oak  Bay  5. 

College  0 — Naval  College  3. 

College  0— Victoria  High  18. 

College  0— Oak  Bay  6. 

College  3 — Naval  College  10. 

College  3— Oak  Bay  8. 

College  3 — Brentwood  8. 

College  5 — Victoria  High  6. 


Victoria  College  Rugby  team  this  year  after  three  straight  wins  seemed 
to  go  to  pieces.  In  the  following  nine  games  they  had  but  one  victory. 
This  is  not  a  very  enviable  record  but  we  attribute  much  of  this  defeat  to 
a  great  deal  more  "settling  down"  on  the  part  of  a  number  of  the  students. 
Another  very  good  reason  was  in  our  lack  of  practice.  In  past  years  the 
boys  had  played  a  lot  of  Rugby  before  coming  to  College,  but  this  year  it 
has  been  a  little  different.  The  team  as  a  whole  has  not  the  experienced 
players  that  it  had  in  past  years;  thus  we  feel  that  if  such  a  situation  should 
arise  again  we  shall  have  to  have  more  vigorous  and  aggressive  coaching 
and  more  frequent  practices.  The  Rugby  team  as  it  has  shown  in  numerous 
games  has  the  spirit  and  the  determination  to  win  but  there  is,  as  is  fre- 
quently apparent,  a  lack  of  experience.  We  feel  that  we  have  excellent 
material  turning  out  for  the  team  but  that  they  lack  actual  playing  experi- 
ence and  team  work  which  is  vital  to  the  success  of  any  organization.  In 
the  latter  part  of  the  year  there  was  an  obvious  amount  of  individualism 
rather  than  team  work. 

The  most  important  game  of  the  year  was  for  the  coveted  Kiwanis  Cup, 
an  annual  duel  between  Victoria  College  and  Victoria  High  School.  There 
was  marked  rivalry  shown  at  this  game  and  after  a  hard  fought  game  Vic- 
toria High  School  defeated  Victoria  College  6-5  to  regain  possession  of  the 
coveted  Kiwanis  Cup.  We  feel  that  this  was  the  best  game  that  Victoria 
College  has  played  all  season,  all  the  fellows  were  "out  to  win"  and  tried 
hard  to  get  that  extra  try  that  would  have  won  the  game.  Bob  Lowe  scored 
our  only  try  after  a  brilliant  run  by  Ronnie  Grant  who  put  the  team  in 
scoring  position.    Joe  Lott  gained  the  extra  two  points  with  a  nice  kick. 

A  great  deal  of  rivalry  was  shown  in  the  three  games  Victoria  College 
played  Oak  Bay.  After  beating  them  in  the  first  game  8-5  we  were  handed 
a  6-0  score  in  the  second  and  an  8-3  decision  on  third  and  final  game.  After 
the  second  game  with  Oak  Bay  the  "boys"  were  out  to  "murder  them  bums" 
and  some  really  tried  to  but  to  our  humiliation  (I  lost  money)  we  were 
again  handed  a  defeat. 


At  the  time  of  writing  the  Victoria  College  Soccer  Team  has  played 
three  games,  winning  one  and  losing  two.    The  scores  were  as  follows: — 


,  .  .  which  is  not  bad  considering  the  difficulty  of  arranging  practices,  and 
the  lack  of  student  supporters.    The  team  hopes  to  arrange  another  match 


SOCCER 


Victoria  High  School   1    Victoria  College  ... 

Victoria  High  School   3    Victoria  College  ... 

Mount  Douglas  High  School    1    Victoria  College  ... 


o 
l 
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(continued  on  p.  26) 
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"OUR  TEAM" 

(pictures  on  opposite  page) 

1.  Joe  Lott — Joe  the  Calm,  Joe  the  Wise,  Joe  the  Great, 

This  write-up  he  doesn't  rate. 
Lately  he  has  been  heard  to  say 
"I'm  in  this  gosh  darn  scrum  to  stay." 

2.  Coach  Rowland — 

3.  Jack  Wallis — Vice-captain  they  call  him,  he's  head  of  the  pack, 

The  cares  of  the  team  are  all  on  his  back, 

He  plays  thirty  minutes,  scrum,  tackle  and  heel, 

Then  cuts  our  oranges  and  gathers  the  peel. 

4.  Bill  Moresby — "Now  listen  fellahs"  is  the  warning  sign, 

That  William  is  planning  to  undermine 
The  laws  of  some  school,  province  or  state. 
And  he  talks  like  he  tackles — oh  horrible  fate! 

5.  Phil  Narod — Out  of  his  dark  room  into  bright  day, 

Phil  came  remembering  that  he  had  to  play. 
He's  sure  to  be  last  on  ye  olde  rugby  green 
But  when  he  gets  going  he's  like  a  machine. 

6.  Ron  Grant — Ron  takes  his  car  (for  the  rugby  team's  sake), 

One  time  it  even  reached  Shawnigan  Lake. 
He  can't  seem  to  win  Mr.  Rowland's  esteem 
And  suffers  for  all  the  mistakes  of  the  team. 

7.  Kenneth  Wallis — This  versatile  gent  who  calls  fellows  "chum," 

Has  played  every  position  there  is  in  the  scrum. 

8.  Pete  Clarke — A  speedy  break  with  a  Hitler  hairdo, 

He  likes  playing  Oak  Bay  and  to  crack  his  ribs  too. 

9.  Bill  Newton — A  long  lanky  forward,  from  Brentwood  come, 

To  add  his  push  to  the  College's  scrum. 

10.  John  Mcllree — This  diminutive  gentleman  is  our  hook, 

He  pulls  more  tricks  than  there  are  in  the  book. 

The  referee  usually  cannot  tell 

That  the  rival  hook  is  going  through — well? 

11.  Bob  Lowe — At  dreaming  he  studies  for  hours  and  hours, 

But  what  he  likes  best  is  to  sit  in  the  showers. 

12.  Don  Barton — He  runs  up  the  field  with  the  speed  of  a  rabbit, 

Though  the  pass  may  be  blocked  poor  Don  he  will  grabbit. 

13.  Don  Cameron — Don  played  the  game  for  the  first  time  here. 

He  travelled  well  in  the  course  of  a  year. 

14.  Alf  Heaslip — Alfred  they  call  him,  yes  Alfred  the  Great. 

He  calls  it  a  car,  we  call  it  a  crate — 

He  plays  for — he  transports — he  outfits  the  team 

And  sometimes  side-betting  goes  on  it  would  seem. 

15.  Ed  Rowley — Ed  wears  no  more  the  Blue  and  the  Gold, 

Instead  navy  blue  is  his  choice  we  are  told. 

16.  Ian  Forrest — For  the  Army  he  runs  now  through  the  muck  and  the  mire, 

Here's  wishing  him  luck  when  he's  under  fire. 

17.  Bill  Ellison — At  Xmas  he  started  to  play  good  old  ruggah, 

And  now  he's  become  quite  a  ball  luggah. 

18.  Bill  Robinson — The  man  on  the  team  with  the  talented  toe 

Who's  always  telling  the  ref.  where  to  go. 
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"THE  SQUAD" 

Don  Oliver — hard  working  captain  of  this  year's  team  and  one  of  the  team's 
outstanding  defensive  players.  Very  few  points  were  scored  by  the  opposing 
forwards  whom  Don  checked  this  season. 

Jim  Brown — alias  "Flash,"  vice-captain  of  team.  Jim  is  an  aggressive  for- 
ward who  played  many  fine  games  during  the  season. 

Bob  Hampton — high  scoring  centre  ace  and  pivot  of  the  team's  offensive 
power.  Bob  was  the  team's  greatest  scoring  threat  and  his  experience 
proved  invaluable  to  the  team. 

Keith  Taylor — another  veteran  of  the  basketball  court.  One  of  the  team's 
steadiest  players.  When  Keith's  shooting  eye  was  in  focus  it  spelt  trouble 
for  the  opposition. 

Jack  Mar — fast  and  tricky  forward  star  who  is  a  very  hard  man  to  check. 
Possessor  of  the  finest  long  shot  on  the  team  which  he  sinks  with  remark- 
able accuracy. 

Owen  Jull — the  "blond  bombshell."  A  fine  basketball  player  whose  offensive 
and  defensive  power  was  invaluable  to  the  college  team. 

Bill  Ellison — playing  his  first  season  in  organized  basketball  Bill  has  rapidly 

developed  into  a  fine  ball  handler, 

John  Pendray  —  aggressive  forward  who  played  good  basketball  for  the 

college  team  during  the  past  season. 

Ian  Home — another  first  year  man  on  the  maple  court.    Ian  has  developed 

into  a  fine  defensive  player. 

Bill  Robinson  —  one  of  the  hardest  workers  on  the  team  who  was  always 
filled  with  unlimited  fight  and  energy.    Another  player  who  has  a  fine  long 

shot. 

Doug  Learoyd — Doug  left  us  at  Christmas  to  join  the  navy  but  before  his 
departure  he  played  in  five  games  for  the  college  team  and  he  gave  a  good 
account  of  himself. 


(continued  from  p.  23) 

with  Victoria  High  School  and  also  one  with  Oak  Bay  High.  The  team 
boasts  a  forward  line  consisting  of — 

Harley  Robertson  —  who  sometimes  steps  on  the  ball  but  who  is  always 
working  hard  on  that  right  wing  .  .  .  Don  Wakelyn — fiery  left  footer  who 
always  aims  for  the  short  side  .  .  Tom  Halbert — aggressive  and  clever  .  .  . 
Mike  King — industrious  and  always  on  his  toes — youngest  man  on  the  team 
.  .  .  Lim  Lee — an  expert  dribbler,  even  though  he  sometimes  loses  the  ball 
.  .  .  Murray  Bracewell  —  who  looks  promising  as  outside  right  .  .  .  Doug 
Alexander — patrols  the  left  lane  .  .  . 

...  the  Halfbacks  include::  Ken  Porter  —  a  good  player  .  .  .  and  the 
redoubtable  and  fleet-footed  Herbie  Hurford  and  Bob  Riddle,  a  tower  of 
strength,  offensively  and  defensively  .  .  . 

.  .  .  the  Fullbacks  include:  Don  Goodwin,  Pete  Clark  and  Win  Hobson, 
all  of  whom  can  kick  the  ball  for  a  long  way  —  sometimes  in  the  wrong 
direction. 

...  in  Goal  is  Robin  Wood,  who  does  a  good  job  in  the  cage. 
On  the  whole  it  is  not  a  bad  team — one  we  think  worthy  of  more  student 
support. 
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MEN'S  BASKETBALL  TEAM 


Front  row  (left  to  right)  :   Ian  Home,  Keith  Taylor,  Owen  Jull,  Jim  Brown. 

Middle  row  (left  to  right)  :   Bill  Ellison,  Bob  Hampton,  Jack  Mar. 

Last  row  (left  to  right) :  John  Pendray,  Don  Oliver  (captain),  Bill  Robinson. 


MEN'S  BASKETBALL 

At  the  time  the  "Craigdarroch"  goes  to  press  the  men's  basketball  team 
has  played  nine  games  of  which  five  have  been  victorious.  This  is  not  a  bad 
record  for  a  team  without  a  coach.  Despite  this  handicap  the  team  played 
good  basketball,  a  major  factor  being  the  co-operation  and  good  spirit  pre- 
vailing among  the  players. 

The  annual  game  against  U.  B.  C.  is  usually  the  big  event  of  the  basket- 
ball season  but  unfortunately  this  year  the  game  was  played  on  December 
18  right  after  the  exams  and  publicity  was  not  possible.  The  College,  how- 
ever, won  the  game  29-19,  thus  duplicating  the  win  which  last  year's  College 
team  scored  over  the  parent  institution. 

Our  most  exciting  games  this  year  were  against  Victoria  High  School. 
Both  games  were  played  before  a  packed  gallery  of  Victoria  High  support- 
ers. The  High  team  eked  out  a  38-36  victory  in  the  first  game  but  the 
College  gained  revenge  by  taking  a  29-23  decision  at  the  second  meeting. 

The  team  had  a  lot  of  fun  at  their  practice  and  games,  enjoyed  the 
season's  play  on  the  maple  court  and  are  sure  that  this  year's  squad  upheld 
the  prestige  gained  by  other  College  teams  in  past  years. 

College  20— O.  B.  H.  S.  18. 
College  45 — St.  Louis  24. 
College  31— All  Blacks  36. 
College  26— K.  V.'s  42. 
College  36— V.  H.  S.  38. 
College  29— U.  B.  C.  19. 
College  40— O.  B.  H.  S.  37. 
College  29— V.  H.  S.  23. 
College  32— Red  Hots  68. 
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GIRLS'  BASKETBALL  TEAM 

Front  row  (left  to  right):  Joyce  Clearihue,  Sheila  Francis  (captain),  Bill  Robinson  (coach), 

Win  Ross,  Sheila  Strachan. 
Back  row  (left  to  right)  :  Mim  Edmonds,  Mary-Lou  Allen,  Alice  Tourtellotte,  Iva  Lisicka, 

Pam  Mitchell. 


WOMEN'S  HOCKEY  TEAM 


Front  row  (left  to  right) 

Maureen  Yates. 
Back  row  (left  to  right)  :  Mary  Robertson 

Iva  Lisicka,  Rosemary  Bridgeman. 


Nan  Wilson,  Jane  Bolton,  Sue  Baker  (captain),  Pam  Mitchell, 
Suzan  Anketell-Jones,  Ursula  Mackenzie, 
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WOMEN'S  BASKETBALL 

The  season  for  girls'  basketball  was  restricted  to  the  second  term. 
However,  before  Christmas,  practices  were  regularly  attended  and  later 
games  were  played  in  the  inter-school  league,  including  the  Normal  School, 
Norfolk  House,  Oak  Bay,  Esquimalt  and  Victoria  High  Schools,  the  latter 
with  two  teams  playing.  The  competition  is  for  the  P.  Hamilton-Smith 
trophy.  Besides  those  in  the  league,  games  were  played  with  Oak  Bay 
High,  St.  Margaret's  and  U.  B.  C.  The  "round-robin"  series,  in  April,  for 
the  Hocking  Cup,  will  include  the  college  team  it  is  hoped. 

The  most  outstanding  game  was  with  the  U.  B.  C.  team  on  February  19. 
Unique  since  it  was  played  with  half  girls'  and  half  boys'  rules,  the  game 
ended  with  the  college  team  victorious,  the  score  34-15. 

Bill  Robinson  gave  the  girls  much  needed  coaching.  Thanks  are  due  to 
the  Normal  School  for  the  use  of  its  gym  for  league  games. 

The  Team. — Sheila  Francis,  captain  of  the  team,  with  Sheila  Strachan 
and  a  passing  system  all  their  own,  succeeded  in  baffling  the  opposing 
teams.  These  two  Sheilas  played  guard  and  exhibited  very  smooth  style. 
Mim  Edmonds  is  the  most  petite  member  of  the  team,  but  her  size  by  no 
means  detracts  from  her  energy,  efficiency  or  enthusiasm.  Alice  Tourtellotte 
and  Joyce  Clearihue  are  the  other  two  guards  and  both  were  very  valuable. 
Top  scorer  was  Pam  Mitchell  whose  game  was  always  calm  and  whose 
shots  were  consistently  accurate.  Iva  Lisicka,  who  was  always  in  the  right 
place  at  the  right  time,  came  a  close  second  in  points.  The  cleanest  player 
was  Mary-Lou  Allen.  Win  Ross  probably  used  more  energy  than  the  rest 
of  the  team  as  a  whole.    Playing  centre  forward  was  Shirley  Ockenden. 

HOCKEY 

In  spite  of  few  practices  and  no  field  for  home  games  the  hockey  team 
succeeded  in  playing  enough  games  to  merit  minor  awards.  Games  were 
played  with  Norfolk  House,  Oak  Bay  and  Esquimalt  High  Schools  and 
U.  B.  C.'s  junior  team.  The  game  with  the  Varsity  girls  resulted  in  a  win 
for  U.  B.  C.  The  score  was  4-1.  Among  the  Victoria  schools,  however,  the 
team  held  its  own.    On  April  1st  the  Bridgman  Cup  series  will  be  played. 

The  Team. — Suzette  Baker,  playing  goal  and  ably  captaining  the  XI, 
Susan  Anketell-Jones,  Rosemary  Bridgman,  Maureen  Yates,  Athalie  Little, 
Nan  Wilson,  Pam  Mitchell,  Mary  Robertson,  Jo  Hovelaque,  Jane  Bolton, 
Ursula  Mackenzie,  Iva  Lisicka,  Jane  Strellet,  and  Elizabeth  Holmes.  Most 
noticeably  expert  were  Susan,  Jo,  Iva  and  Pam.  Although  lacking  a  coach 
and  regular  practice,  the  team,  which  is  made  up  of  good  players  individ- 
ually, has  done  very  well. 
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THE  PHILOSOPHER 


I 

What  you  been  thinkin'  about  out  here  in  God's  country? 
A  lot. 

Gettin'  anywhere? 

I  think  so,  slowly.  Can't  write  it  yet,  don't  know  if  I  can  even  talk  it, 
but  I'll  try. 

There's  three  quarters  of  us  that's  good  and  a  quarter  that's  bad. 
Trouble  is,  the  good  part  is  only  a  quarter  really  good,  the  other  half  just 
intends  all  the  time.  So  the  good  and  bad's  split  up  pretty  even  and  that 
leaves  it  up  to  the  intending  part.  It  depends  what  happens  and  how  much 
you  understand  which  way  your  intentions  act.  No  single  Frenchman  really 
intended  to  go  and  kill  a  German,  nor  did  a  German  intend  to  cross  his 
borders  and  kill  a  Frenchman  in  cold  blood.  Singly,  their  intentions  were 
good  but  each  person  was  living  in  his  own  complete  world  and  they 
couldn't  make  those  good  intentions  collective. 

Every  person  has  a  circle  of  relations  and  friends  who  he  acts  like  and 
talks  like  and  thinks  like.  He  knows  peace  is  the  only  thing  and  co-opera- 
tion and  security,  or  loving  God  if  he's  religious.  If  only  he  could  contact 
all  the  other  groups  of  people  all  over  the  world  and  they  could  make  their 
good  intentions  materialize  we  wouldn't  have  any  more  war.  People  in 
governments  are  far  away  from  the  hundreds  of  people,  French,  English,  or 
American  or  anything,  who  really  make  France  and  England  and  America 
real.  They  do  things  and  every  person  in  his  own  complete  little  world 
thinks  that  they  did  something  else  or  should  have  done  something  else,  or 
can't  understand  why  they  did  what  they  did  do.  It's  all  one  big  misunder- 
standing. People  not  knowing  why  other  people  acted  and  not  able  to  put 
themselves  in  their  places.  And  soon  the  governments  themselves  are  mis- 
understanding and  not  trusting  and  trying  to  protect  themselves.  Things 
go  on  with  the  ordinary  people,  living  their  ordinary  lives,  just  several 
jumps  behind  until  the  whole  thing  gets  gummed  up — trade  and  travelling 
and  buying  and  selling — and  the  only  way  out  is  to  fight. 

That's  part  of  the  trouble.  Good  intentions  not  being  able  to  be  carried 
out  by  everybody  because  of  misunderstanding  and  lack  of  imagination.  It's 
all  too  big  and  complex.    I'm  still  just  thinking  about  the  rest. 

II 

Sat  on  that  big  mossy  boulder  yesterday.    Just  listened  to  the  stream 
gurgle,  but  all  around  was  still. 
Thinkin'? 

No.  Not  for  a  while.  I  was  only  feeling  and  that  finally  made  me  think. 
My  mind  wasn't  taking  in  much.  There  was  too  much  quiet  and  beauty  to 
be  thinking  of  people.  So  my  brain  and  mind  seemed  to  drift  further  and 
further  apart.  The  water  swirling  held  my  eye  and  I  still  wasn't  doing  any 
thinking;  the  sun  slanted  down  through  the  firs  onto  the  cool,  green 
bracken.  Then  the  things  around  seemed  to  turn  into  symbols — the  moving 
stream  rushing  past  the  rocks  seemed  like  life  and  war:  the  dark  tree  trunks 
seemed  steady  and  enduring  like  good  and  bad,  but  the  leafy  branches 
partly  hid  the  sun  which  was  all  the  good  things  in  life  like  our  ideals  and 
hopes  and  wondering.  There  was  so  much  light  up  there  above  the 
branches  and  only  a  little  glinted  here  and  there  on  the  water  —  so  little. 
And  that  made  me  awfully  sad.  It  wasn't  the  kind  of  sadness  that  makes 
you  want  to  cry,  it  was  empty  and  deep  down  and  too  big  for  tears. 

Then  I  felt  I  was  getting  lost;  it  seemed  like  nothing  around  was  real, 
so  I  looked  up  quick  and  saw  the  trees  and  the  sun  and  the  rocks  and  the 
stream  and  they  were  there  all  right  and  yet  inside  I  knew  they  weren't. 

I  felt  queer  and  small  and  unable  to  cope  with  enough  or  understand 
enough  and  I  felt  maybe  if  I  kept  feeling  like  that  long  enough  I'd  really 
understand  some  more  in  the  end.  But  I  knew  that  to-day  our  minds  are 
too  small  and  our  thoughts  are  too  trivial  to  be  able  to  begin  to  understand, 
that's  what's  so  sad.  And  although  I  knew  I  couldn't  know  in  this  lifetime, 
I  felt  strongest  of  all  that  we'd  all  of  us  know  in  time,  maybe  thousands  and 
millions  of  years  yet,  simply  because  we  wanted  to  know  and  would  always 
be  trying  to  find  out.  _p.  A.  M.  MITCHELL. 
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SOMETIME 

Anyone  could  pick  him  out  from  a  long  way  off, — 

Easily  tell  him  apart  from  the  dusty,  wheat-sunburn  of  Prairie  faces. 

His  face  was  rugged,  like  his  home  coast; 

His  hands  were  plow-hands,  brown-wrinkled  but  strong; 

You  could  see  the  earthy  dirt 

Lodged  in  the  cracks  of  his  knuckles.    In  his  bearing 

There  belonged  some  unfathomable  factor 

That  he  hardly  knew  of  himself; 

An  offcast  of  the  weather, 

A.  lone  offcast  in  an  age  of  struggle. 

And  so  I  asked  him  to  board  with  us  awhile, 

To  discover  what  wheat  field  knew  his  heavy  step 

And  where  his  destination.    I  did  not  urge  him  to  tell  his  tale 

Like  some  city  money-hawk, — part  was  written  in  his  wrinkles. 

He  gave  me  snatches  just  when  the  memory  came  and 

Helped  him  most. 

Sometimes  he  would  pause  when  emptying  the  mash  meal  into  the  cow 
trough, 

Or  fingering  the  loose  lace  on  his  boots, 

Always  with  apologies  for  being  sentimental; 

He  didn't  know  that  I  was  a  man  of  another  country,  too. 

His  story  was  a  parallel  of  others — 

Expulsion  from  the  ancestral  traditions,  by  the  wallet-pocket  men 

Who  overrode  him  and  his  kind  with  their  high  spiked  boots  and 

Shiny  limousines  complete  with  a  chauffeur  with  a  spare  tire  on  the  back. 

Life  had  been  fair  to  him  except  for  this,  he  said. 

Talking  half-amusedly,  half-disdainfully  of  those  men, 

Owners  of  labour  because  of  their  bank-rolls,  he  said  that 

You  could  always  tell  them  by  their 

Penguin  faces  and 

Double-crossed  squint  through  their  thick  lenses; 
So  short-sighted  that  they  almost 
Immerse  their  noses  when  drinking  soup. 
Town-trimmed,  they  knew  not  the  soil 

But  only  the  world  of  serial  numbers  and  secretaries'  desks; 

No  horizon  but  the  linings  of  their  pockets. 

He  was  making  his  way  back,  only  slowly  now; 

His  time  was  short,  but  he  hoped  to  see  it  all  again  sometime. 

Until  then  he  had  his  memories. 

Sometime. 

Summertime. 
The  muscular  motion  of  pitching  the  crisp  hay 
Up  to  the  hired  help,  spreading  it  out  to  let  in  the  air. 
(This  help  was  a  friend  of  the  soil,  too,  a  Cornishman 
Like  himself — more  of  a  brother  than  a  labourer). 

They,  the  two  of  them,  were  the  best  pitching  team  this  end  of  Tiverton; 

Also  won  the  prize  for  the  best  Hereford  hog  of  that  year. 

He  spoke  of  many  other  things;  his  eyes  showed  the  past  proudness; 

And  I  felt  proud  with  him  and  sad,  thinking  of  this  outcast 

From  his  own — an  oak-root  wrenched  from  the  clay-pitted  flints  and  left 

To  shrivel  in  the  hot  sun. 

He  recalled  a  lingering  linnet  singing  from  a  fence-post, 

Leaning  towards  the  ruffled  pond,  green-girt,  and  red-rusted  in  reflection 

And  the  unsympathetic  cows,  watching  slow  movements 

Their  eyes  rolling  with  a  cement-mixer  motion, 

Stretching  their  neck  tendons  to  reach  the  dewed  blackberries 

Over  the  hedge.    Cows,  never  satisfied  and  always 

Showing  their  contempt  for  his  sheep-dog,  who  brought  them  home 

In  the  evening. 
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He  remembered  seeing  the  sunset  trail  of  a  pond-duck 

Being  dragged,  neck-bitten,  over  the  rotten  apples  in  the  orchard, 

To  the  fox's  feathered  hole. 

Buzzards,  wing-flying,  eyeing  the  tawny  stillness  of  the  gorse  bushes 
On  Cant  hill,  patiently  suspended  until  some  mad  corn-mouse 
Breaks  the  oat-stalk  shadows  to  fling  his  small  body 
Deep  into  the  assely  grass. 

He  said  he  remembered  how  young-proud  he  had  been 

When  he  could  tell  the  difference  between  buzzard  and  sparrow-hawk; 

Could  lie  leaf-hidden  on  the  downside  slope  and  watch  the 

Sparrow-hawk's  inebrious  young,  jump-jolting  forward 

On  their  faces; 

The  buzzard's  careful  descent  over  the  stooked  field 
Sibilantly  simmering  from  the  day's  salty  heat, 

Giving  over  the  guard  to  the  bat  and  barn-owl,  as  he  walked  home 
In  the  deep  cart-tracks. 

I  talked  with  him  often — he  taught  me  how  to  treat  the  land 
How  to  jostle  with  infertility,  when  the  land  broke  up  like 
A  shattered  glass; 

How  to  put  in  a  strong  hardwood  fence  for  a  pig-run, 

And  when  the  best  time  was  for  stripping  the  sheep. 

I  wished  that  he  would  stay,  but  I  knew  otherwise — 

His  way  was  not  my  way  nor  so  simple. 

Coming  back  from  town  with  a  load  of  malted  oats 

I  found  him  nowhere  and  knew  he'd  gone, 

And  I  wished  the  wild  white  goose  the  best  of  luck 

As  it  cleanly  parted  the  upper  air,  on  its  way  home. 

— M.  J.  ROUGIER. 

PILGRIM 

Many  ages  ago,  when  the  world  was  very  young,  one  of  the  youngest 
angels  slipped  quietly  out  of  the  circle  of  Heaven  and  came  to  Earth.  He 
arrived  in  a  fair  bit  of  country  and  decided  to  follow  the  twisted  brown  rope 
of  a  road  he  found  under  his  feet.  As  he  walked  along  he  scarcely  knew 
where  to  look  first  and  next  for  Spring  had  passed  that  way  before  him  and 
left  delight.  All  the  sunshine  of  the  year  before  was  caught  in  the  cowslips 
and  the  buttercups  which  swarmed  through  the  new  grass  and  the  old  dark 
tangle  of  the  hedges  was  crossed  and  streaked  with  the  green  of  new  shoots. 
As  he  came  to  a  high  thicket  all  tousled  in  the  wind  he  heard  a  bird  sing, 
but,  being  unpractised  in  such  things,  he  could  not  see  it  anywhere  and 
could  only  whistle  the  sound  it  had  made  again  and  again.  An  unkempt 
little  ditch  was  beside  the  road  and  the  thin  berry  vines  ran  along  its  clay 
banks.  The  sight  of  these  reminded  the  young  angel  of  his  growing  hunger 
and  so  he  stopped,  and  searching  among  the  vines,  filled  the  top  of  his 
golden  crown  with  the  red  berries,  some  still  shadowed  with  the  sour  green. 
He  leaped  across  the  little  ditch  and  ran  to  a  spot  where  the  flowers  were 
brighter  and  the  grass  greener  than  all  around.  There  he  stretched  out  and 
drank  from  his  cupped  hands  the  water  of  a  little  spring.  Taking  off  his 
wings  and  laying  them  in  the  shade  of  a  nearby  bush  he  lay  on  his  back  and 
watched  the  sky  for  a  time,  amusing  himself,  like  all  children,  with  the 
shapes  of  the  fat  clouds.  When  his  eyes  ached  from  the  flying  blue  and 
white  of  it  he  looked  out  on  the  fields  and  everywhere  he  found  beauty. 

As  the  sun  disappeared  and  stole  the  colours  of  the  land  for  his  going 
the  angel  thought  that  now  it  would  be  over  and  he  would  leave.  But  just 
as  he  was  rising  the  moon  came  out  and  silvered  everything  and  the  star- 
nails  held  up  the  black  sky.  He  stood  for  a  long  time  and  then  slipped  on 
his  wings. 

It  was  well  that  the  circle  stretched  around  so  close  to  Earth  that  few 
could  miss  it  for  the  angel  was  blinded  by  his  tears. 

—MARY-LOU  ALLEN. 
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MY  LUVE  HAS  A  RED,  RED  ROOF 

When  high  school's  portals  lay  behind, 

And  Craigdarroch  lay  before, 
Little  we  knew  of  the  steady  grind 

And  what  our  brains  were  for. 

Out  in  the  chill  September  morn 

The  College  buzzers  saw, 
O  lad,  canst  hear  that  buzz  forlorn? 

Arise,  and  set  your  jaw! 

From  hill  to  heaven  the  Castle  calls, 

The  frosh  have  heard  it  plain, 
From  north  and  south  ye  student  crawls 

And  the  buzzer  sounds  again. 

The  president  speaks  in  a  choking  voice, 

Of  constitution  and  court, 
Then  Jorre  de  St.  Jorre,  the  people's  choice, 

Is  up  and  holds  the  fort. 

Ah  blissful  day,  the  frosh  knew  not 

The  heavy  course  to  run, 
Deep  in  October,  the  truth  they  caught, 

"  'Tis  easier  said  than  done." 

From  lecture  to  lab  the  harried  hoard 

Rushes  with  red-rimmed  eye. 
They  come  and  go,  with  learning  stored — 

"We're  going  to  get  through  or  die!" 

Biaggini  tortures  the  student's  soul, 

With  trig  the  night  is  spent, 
Chem  and  phys  are  the  scientist's  goal; 

The  economist  tussles  with  Rent. 

The  clam  haunts  the  gals  in  biology  lab, 

The  cat,  the  zoology  few, 
In  psych  the  sophs  have  a  lofty  confab 

With  Sydney  and  reasonings  true. 

But  college  benches  break  my  back, 

The  lights  they  strain  my  eyes, 
The  stairs  they  make  mv  muscles  crack, 

But,  HECK,  it's  worth  the  prize! 

—J.  G.  DARLING. 
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The  College  year  ends  with  all  of  us 
experiencing  different  feelings  when  we  ask 
ourselves  the  inevitable  question  —  of  what 
value  has  my  College  year  been  to  me?  These 
feelings  will  oscillate  with  varying  degrees  of 
personal  achievement;  but  shall  we  consider 
a  high  or  low  scholastic  standing  the  sole  basis 
on  which  to  evaluate  our  attainments,  or  shall 
we  consider  its  effect  on  our  outlook  and  dis- 
crimination of  values?  Contemporary  circum- 
stances have  placed  an  unusual  emphasis  on 
scholastic  standing,  but  is  it  not  true  that  the 
purpose  and  real  value  of  education  lies  in  the 
latter? 

In  any  time  of  generally  confused  issues  everyone  hesitates  to  put 
emphasis  on  personal  problems.  However,  these  problems  do  exist,  and 
confront  the  student  as  well  as  others.  Those  who  are  leaving  College  to 
take  up  civilian  positions,  or  enter  the  Services,  must  be  conscious  of  these 
problems,  but  no  more  so  than  to  those  remaining  to  continue  their 
university  work. 

The  choice  before  all  of  us  is  not  between  good  and  bad,  but  between 
good  and  better. 
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